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It’s a Wednesday in fall.  The sky is gray to the point where it almost melts into 
the sidewalk and the two become indistinguishable.  From the gray comes large, 
ÁDWZD[\UHGRUDQJHDQGEURZQVKDSHVHDVLQJWKHLUZD\GRZQIURPWKHWUHHVDQG
sky.  It’s like dry, colored rain cascading down onto the large evergreen colored 
awning; every few minutes a leaf  sticks and one of  the white letters is temporarily 
blotted out.  There are seven people crowded around the red brick building all 
wearing white t-shirts, holding hands and heads bowed.  No chanting, no religion 
VWUHDPLQJIURPWKHLUPRXWKVQRZDUQLQJVRUSURWHVWVLJQVZLWKGLVÀJXUHGIHWXVHV
Their heads are bowed and hands clasped, as if  they are praying.
 1DSS\EOXHFDUSHWLQJZLWKIDGLQJEURZQVWDLQVOLQHVWKHÁRRU,VWDUHDQG
stare and stare down at that carpet until I hear the lady behind the sliding glass 
ZLQGRZVD\P\QDPH6KHFDQ·WEHPRUHWKDQWZHQW\ÀYH/RQJVWULQJ\EODFN
hair frames her pale face as she idly reaches up to play with the wad of  gum in 
KHUPRXWK(YHU\IHZVHQWHQFHVDQGKHUORQJERQ\ÀQJHUVDUHEDFNWRNQHDGLQJ
the wad of  gum.  She hands me a clipboard wanting to know every intimate detail 
of  my sexual history.  I begin to lower my body back into one of  the stale blue 
leather chairs as I hear the tick of  the clock.  It ticks and ticks and ticks every time 
seeming louder to the point where I have to feel my ears to make sure they aren’t 
bleeding.
----
Tall, white lab coat, thick glasses.  He talks and talks and talks, every word jumbled 
beyond recognition.  All I hear is tube, pieces, suction, and baby.  The room is 
white with a thick black crack running from the north wall all the way to the 
ceiling.  There is a table in the middle of  the room with a shiny steel surface and 
two poles at one of  the ends with black Velcro straps for my feet.  The gown 
LVWKLQDQGSDSHU\ZLWKWLQ\\HOORZURVHVRQLW7KHWKHUPRVWDWUHDGVVL[W\ÀYH
degrees.  I can feel sweat break out across my scalp and drench my hair at the 
roots.  Tiny bumps break out across my arms and legs.  I can feel my stomach 
pump rhythmically with my heart, I can feel hot liquid acid being forced up my 
throat and coating my mouth.  I want to feel.  My tiny green eyes grow to the size 
of  olives and well with hot, salty tears that burn my cheeks as they fall.  I get into 
position on the table.
 It is cold and steel; the sickly yellow light from above is bleeding down 
onto my sweaty, pale body.  The latex-covered hand of  the doctor brushes against 
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my inner thigh as he numbs my cervix; he tells me to relax my muscles.  The light 
from the large circle above burns my eyes.
 I try to relax.  He breathes out a gust of  air that I can feel on my exposed 
skin as he keeps telling me to relax.  I focus on the crack in the wall, rolling my 
eyes back as far as I can.  I focus on the yellow light that is bleeding from its steel 
womb.  I focus on the sound coming from the other end of  the table.  It is louder 
than the clock in the waiting room.  It hums like a vacuum cleaner on steroids; 
then the sound stops and I can feel the chill of  the plastic hose against my inner 
thigh as the doctor wiggles it back and forth.  He tells the nurse it gets clogged up 
every now and then from the parts of  the fetus.  It gets clogged up every now and 
then from the parts of  the fetus.
 After the procedure, on the ride back to my dormitory, I stare out the 
ZLQGRZRI WKHFDUP\ÀQJHUVSLFNLQJP\OLSVWHDULQJDZD\WKHÁHVKXQWLOWKH\
bleed.  My grandmother says nothing except that I did the right thing, that I’m 
only eighteen and I wouldn’t have been able to graduate college with a baby.  She 
UHPLQGVPHRI P\ORRNVDQGKRZWKHSUHJQDQF\ZRXOGKDYHFDXVHGVLJQLÀFDQW
ZHLJKWJDLQWKXVIHZHUER\VZRXOGÀQGPHDWWUDFWLYHDQGZRXOGQ·WZDQWWRPDUU\
me.  She reminds me of  my mother: “She was twenty years-old when she had you 
and never went back to school.  She ended up dropping out and working as a Wal-
0DUWFDVKLHUµ6KHVD\VWKLVDVLI ,GRQ·WNQRZDVLI ,QHYHUOLYHGZLWKP\PRWKHU
Her hands twist and turn the steering wheel.  My stomach beats rhythmically with 
my heart as she reminds me of  the importance of  education.  “God almighty, 
$QQDGRQ·W\RXHQGXSOLNH\RXUPRWKHUWKURZLQJVFKRRODQG\RXUQLFHÀJXUH
DZD\IRUVRPHEDE\µ
----
The water scalds my skin as it pours down from the shower head.  It burns my 
VFDOSP\H\HVP\FKHVWP\OHJVDQGP\IHHW,UXQP\ÀQJHUVDFURVVP\ORZHU
abdomen again and again and again.  I can feel the hot, salty liquid pouring down 
from my eyes and running over my chapped, bloody lips.  It burns worse than the 
water.  It burns. 
 My legs quiver, along with my stomach and hands, and my entire short 
frame joins in the movement.  The liquid won’t stop pouring out.  There is no 
VFUHDPLQJQRPXIÁHGFU\LQJDQGQRVQRWEHLQJVXFNHGEDFNXS7KHUHLVQR
VRXQGH[FHSWWKHZDWHUKLWWLQJDJDLQVWWKHWLQ\EOXHVTXDUHVOLQLQJWKHÁRRU
 Thick, red fabric swaddles my body.  From the mirror directly across 
from my bed I can see locks of  my red hair plastered to my forehead and pillow, 
glued there by my own sweat and tears and snot.  My eyes are red and swollen to 
the point where I can’t tell if  the clock reads eight o’clock or nine.  Slow, shallow 
breaths run across my lips, gently peeling back the bits of  skin that are healing.  I 
FDOPO\UXQP\ÀQJHUVDFURVVP\ORZHUDEGRPHQDFURVVP\ZRPE,UHPRYHRQH
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of  my hands and reach for the string of  wooden beads that are slung over one 
of  the dark wooden bed posts.  They are hard and tiny as I run them through my 
ÀQJHUVSRVLWLRQLQJWKHPDQGUHSRVLWLRQLQJWKHP)RUJLYHPH)DWKHUIRU,KDYH
sinned.  I lay them across my empty womb.  I feel them grow heavier.  Forgive me 
Father.
 I stay in the thick, red blanket for two days.  I only leave the room to go 
to the restroom.  I only take small sips of  water that burn my lips, my bloody, 
chapped lips.  I pray.  On the second night I dream that the hose is so full that it 
breaks and from it blood is squirting out and fragmented limbs are going every 
which way.  I don’t go back to bed for three nights.  Instead I rearrange my books 
on my book shelf, I dust, and I watch infomercials.  I eat.  I eat until the powdered 
sugar coating my lips burns.  
 Every time I close my eyes I see tiny body parts.  Every time I close my 
eyes I can hear the clock ticking louder and louder.  Every time I close my eyes 
I can feel the hose against my thigh.  Every time I close my eyes I can hear the 
doctor telling the nurse that the hose gets clogged up every now and then from 
the parts of  the fetus.
----
Three months pass and then six and then another three months pass. It is late at 
night and I am standing in the shower, water pounding down as I gently run my 
ÀQJHUVDFURVVP\ORZHUDEGRPHQ,VWHSIURPWKHVKRZHUWRLQIURQWRI DPLUURU
hanging above the sink, I wrap my towel around my body, but before doing so, 
,GLJP\ÀQJHUVLQWRP\GRXJK\VWRPDFKWKHPXVFOHVQRZUHSODFHGZLWKIDW
from the comfort food I consumed when I couldn’t sleep a year ago. I return to 
WKHVKHOWHURI WKHUHGEODQNHW$V,FORVHP\H\HVWRJRWRVOHHS,UHVWP\ÀQJHUV
where my baby used to live, rubbing it every now and then like I am rubbing a 
magic lamp.
anna Mullins is a junior studying English Literature who believes in the 
power of  retail therapy and chocolate too much.
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